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lived this life from my youth, it has become part
and parcel of me. And Mother keeps the supply
filled up. Her store can never be exhausted.
What goes out. She at once fills up again." I
could only marvel and be silent.

I have never been a good conversationalist
myself, but I have always been a good listener.
So when the Swami and I went out for long
walks together, he would do almost all the talk-
ing. And I was so happy to listen to him, I
would feel so inspired. He talked with fire and
enthusiasm and he would lose himself entirely in
his subject, forgetting everything else for the time
being. He impressed every one who heard him
and all classes of people felt attracted towards
him.

How precious the Swami's company was te
me ! How I enjoyed these long walks with him,
nay, every moment that I was in his presence!

Let me give just one rather amusing example
of the nature of these talks and how the Swami
threw himself heart and soul into his conversa-
tion, oblivious of time or surroundings.

Once the Swami and I were walking together
in one of the most fashionable avenues of New
York. The more interested he became in his
subject the faster he began to walk and the
louder his voice became. This in itself was
enough to attract the attention of passers-by.
But you can imagine the surprise of the fashion-
able New York people when suddenly the Swami
halted in the street and with one arm raised in